CHAPTER 54 


June 7, 2011 


“W-Well how about this one?” 
“How many zeroes?” 
“..Err...Never mind.” 


Justin and Chie were looking around the music store in Junes, checking out the 
guitars to see if they had anything cheap. On top of the money Justin had won 
winning his bet with Yosuke, he also had the money he had managed to save from 
not eating or drinking or... well doing anything that involved cash over the time 
period he was trapped in the television. It wasn’t a lot on its own, but when all of 
the money he had managed to scrape together got added together; Justin had 
20,000 yen. He wasn’t going to be able to afford a Les Paul with that; but he could 
certainly get another Fender. 


Justin rubbed his chin a bit as he looked at guitar after guitar. It wasn’t a big store, 
so they had a very small selection in terms of guitars. A lot of fucking basses, 
though. It took a while, but Justin eventually managed to find the cheap section of 
the store... in more ways than one. All the guitars looked like complete shit; necks 
bent ever so slightly; flaws in the guitar bodies... He was clearly looking at used 
guitars. He didn’t mind of course, but he just wished they’d sell guitars in better 
condition than this. It took Justin a good few minutes to eventually find something 
that he could afford that didn’t look like complete shit: a black Fender Squire. 


Justin checked the tuning on it quick quick, just to make sure the thing’s strings 
didn’t come loose as he strummed. He actually had a guitar that did that once; 
though to be fair, when one would normally turn the knobs at the top counter- 
clockwise to raise the pitch of the strings, this one would just sort of do whatever it 
wanted. Literally every other knob needed to be turned in a different direction to 
change the pitch. It made no scientific sense, but Justin didn’t complain. It was his 
first guitar, so he didn’t really know better. 


“What do you think?” Justin called out to Chie. Chie had been looking at bass 
guitars, much to Justin’s amusement. He couldn’t tell if she knew that wasn’t a 
guitar or if she was genuinely interested in the instrument. In all honesty, Justin 
could totally see Chie as a bass player; she had spunk, and she had angst, if you 
counted her anger problems as angst. Literally, she had everything you needed to 
be a good bass player. Chie’s head peaked over the corner to see the black Fender 
Squire wrapped around Justin. The thing was covered in dust, and it had a faint 
white scratch on the side; but she thought that just gave it personality. She smiled 
as she rounded the corner. 


“Looks good; how’s it sound? 


“Well only one way to find out. | take it there are no picks around here...” Justin 
thought aloud, looking around to see if there was something he could use. There 
wasn't. 


He sighed slighty; he used to keep a pick on him all time, if only because he lost it if 
he didn’t. But once he broke his guitar in half, he didn’t really have much use 
carrying it around, so he just sort of left it on the counter somewhere in his house. 
Justin scratched at his chin slightly. He wasn’t really going to be able to get the 
same effect out of strumming with his thumb; but it certainly looked like he was 
going to have to. 


“We've got picks up here.” The cashier called from where he was standing, not so 
much as looking at the two. It seemed they were the only ones in the store, now 
that they actually looked around; so it wasn’t like the cashier could be talking to 
anyone else. Justin shrugged slightly before the two slowly made their way up to the 
counter. The cashier didn’t so much as look up from behind the counter as the two 
made their way up there, his fingernails digging through the plastic exterior of a 
fresh case of picks. Justin sighed a little bit. 


“How much are the picks going to cost me?” Justin moaned. The cashier had 
opened a fresh case, so clearly this was going to cost Justin somehow. 


“On the house.” The cashier spoke up, handing off a pick to Justin. Or at least he 
had been at first. Once Justin actually grabbed the other end of the pick, the cashier 
started to give Justin a strange look, his head twisted off to the side. Justin felt 
awkward; his hand gripping onto the pick the cashier was supposed to hand off to 
him as he examined Justin from head to toe. Justin bit his bottom lip, trying not to 
say anything to make the situation worse. Hell, even Chie was starting to get a little 
uncomfortable, looking in the opposite direction and grabbing at her wrist. 


“Hey, aren’t you two the ones who were looking at that Les Paul?” He finally spoke 
up, letting go of the pick. 


“Y-yeah, that was us.” Justin choked up. He really didn’t feel comfortable talking to 
this guy anymore. The cashier gave a quick nod before leaning back under the 
counter to put the picks away. Justin passed a glance over to Chie. She seemed just 
as creeped out as he was, thankfully. 


“You played pretty good.” 
That is not how the English language works... 


“Uh... Thanks...” Was this guy seriously trying to start a conversation with Justin. At 
this point Justin didn’t even want to test the guitar. He’d settle for whatever it 
sounded like, so long as he could get out of there. 


“So, why are you buying this old thing? Thought you were interested in the Gibson.” 
He asked as he came back up to the counter. Justin looked over his shoulder for a 
short moment; for what reason, he wasn’t sure. Maybe to avoid the awkward 
conversation, maybe to plot a path to run away if this guy got any creepier. 


“Oh well... | can’t really afford that...” 
“You’ve got champagne tastes and beer pockets, my friend.” 
Don't call me your friend... That’s just creepy... 


Justin took the pick and slowly started to pick at the strings, checking to see if all of 
them were in tune. Well, most of them were, until he plucked the fifth string; which 
snapped immediately. Justin’ mouth dropped in slight horror. He hadn’t even done 
anything wrong and he just fucked up a guitar string on a guitar he didn’t own. 
Chie’s face seemed to turn red, knowing full well that Justin was going to have to 
pay for that. Justin sighed before turning to the cashier. 


“How much for a replacement string?” The cashier chuckled slightly before 
suddenly making a gesture with his head towards the Les Paul. 


“Don’t worry about the string. Go put that piece of crap back and grab the Les 
Paul.” Justin raised his eyebrow slightly. 


“Like | said, | really can’t--“ 
“Don’t worry about the price, just go grab it.” 


Justin blinked a few times, more than a little confused by what was going on. If the 
cashier was saying what Justin thought he was saying, then this had got to be the 

dumbest business move he had ever heard. This wasn’t a small price cut, this was 
literally turning a 150,000 yen guitar into a 20,000 one. Justin wasn’t willing to do 

all the math out in his hand, but he had to imagine that was at least an 85% price 

drop. All the same, he shrugged, turning his head towards Chie. 


“You mind grabbing the Les Paul while | put this back?” 


“Huh? Oh, uh... Sure.” Chie seemed confused by this entire prospect; but she ran off 
to grab the guitar anyway. It took a second for Justin to make his way back to the 
racks, but he eventually did, placing the guitar back where he had found it, string 
hanging down into the aisles. Yeah, that’s gonna be a real seller... Justin shrugged 
before making his way back to the counter. Chie had made her way back, holding 
the guitar from the neck. It was clear she had no idea how to hold a guitar, much to 
Justin’s amusement. All the same, he grabbed the guitar himself, just so Chie didn’t 
accidently break something, before turning back to the cashier. 


“Alright, so how much money do you have?” The cashier asked. This was really a 
question he should have asked before hand, but Justin wasn’t objecting if this deal 
actually did go through. 


“20,000 Yen.” Justin spoke up, slightly embarrassed by his lack of any real funds. 
The cashier huffed slightly at that. It seemed he had believed they’d have more 
money than that. 


“| can pitch in 10,000 yen if it helps.” Chie stuttered slightly from where she was 
standing. Justin turned towards her and started shaking his head immediately. 


“Absolutely not; out of the question.” 


“20,000’s fine.” The cashier spoke up, a slight bit of regret in his voice. Perhaps he 
too was seeing the fallacy in his business arrangement. Which may be why he tried 
to throw in an extra condition as well. “But, you’re going to have to play something 
on that baby first.” The cashier remarked, pointing at Justin. Justin raised his 
eyebrow in confusion. A song from an amateur guitarist is not the equivalency of 
130000 yen. Nowhere NEAR. 


“Um... Okay, | guess...” Justin spoke up with confusion. “You sure about this, | 
mean...” 


“C’mon, let’s hear it.” The cashier cut him off. He already knew Justin was trying to 
object to his terrible end of the deal. In actuality though, the deal had been very 
profitable on the cashier’s end. Truth be told, that Les Paul had been there for 
years. He wasn’t selling it for full price anytime soon; and if he’d let anyone have it, 
he’d rather it be someone who knows their shit. 


Justin shrugged slightly as he wrapped the guitar strap around his neck, backing 
away slightly from the counter to give himself some room. He felt awkward having 
to play standing up in front of the counter of a store. Hell, it looked like he was 
trying to get a discount by rocking out; Which he was, for the record. That didn’t 
mean it felt any less awkward though. Justin checked the tuning quick quick, 
strumming at each string. The power behind each string vibrating against the body 
felt so natural. It certainly settled one thing: Justin wanted this guitar. He finished 
fine adjusting the tuning before turning towards the counter, throwing up one of his 
hands slightly. 


“Umm... Well, then, uh... Any requests?” Justin spoke up. He didn’t want to pick a 
song that wouldn’t impress the guy behind the counter, nor one that would piss off 
Chie, so he ultimately decided to let those two pick the song for him. Chie simply 
turned towards the cashier for a brief moment. He was leaning on one elbow, biting 
down slightly on his thumbnail. 


“Not really...” Chie replied, shrugging slightly. She didn’t have anything she’d 
particularly want to hear, and besides, she figured it would be better for the guy 


giving them 130000 yen off their purchase to make that decision. The cashier 
starred at Justin for a moment before removing the thumb from his mouth, resting 
his arm against the counter top. 


“You know Cocaine by Eric Clapton?” 


“Oh dude, why’d you go and suggest that...” Justin couldn’t stop himself from 
making that remark. The guys seemed friendly, but he was still creepy as fuck. And 
now the very first song he suggests is Cocaine? This was not doing wonders for his 
perception of the guy. 


“What? It’s a good song.” The cashier replied. Justin had to stop himself from 
groaning. Clearly he didn’t get why suggesting someone play a song called 
‘Cocaine’ might not look good for your image. 


“Oh no, | one hundred percent agree, it’s just... Gah, nevermind. Cocaine it is.” 


Justin placed his fingers against the strings. He knew the song; it was actually fairly 
easy to play, in fact. It just sounded complicated because... Well Eric Clapton. The 
guy was a guitar god. Everything he touched sounded so much more complex and 
beautiful than it was. All the same, he hadn’t played it in a while, so he had to 
remember the notes; so he stared at the fretboard for a moment as he tried to 
remember the positioning of every note. It took a good minute or so before he 
looked up, ready to play. The cashier looked like he was getting slightly impatient 
from waiting, but Chie looked excited to hear whatever song this was. Justin knew 
that would change real soon once she actually heard the lyrics. 


Justin held in his breath for a brief moment as he started strumming at the guitar 
strings, playing off the main riff. The problem with this song was that there were 
two different guitar tracks supposed to be playing; the lead and the rhythm. Well, 
Justin could only play one guitar at once, so he had to transpose the parts together 
the best he could. His fingers moved up and down on the fretboard alternating 
between the rhythm and the lead sections, his fingers moving daftly as he 
hammered on and off the strings. 


If you want to hang out 
You have to take her out. 
Cocaine 


The cashier smiled slightly, though not as much as Chie had been. She clearly had 
expected this song to take an entirely different turn than it did. Either that or she 
really liked listening to whatever it was Justin played. He highly doubted it was the 
latter, though. 


If you want to get down 


Down on the ground 
Cocaine 


Sure enough, her smile faded slightly, her eyebrows curving upwards slightly. She 
was a little disappointed in the sudden direction the song had taken. After all, it 
sounded like it was going to be a love ballad or something at first; but it wasn’t his 
song choice, so she wouldn’t hold it against him. Besides, it was a pretty catchy 
song, and Justin’s playing was phenomenal. It was hard not to smile. 


She don’t lie, she don’t lie, she don’t lie 
Cocaine 


Justin started strumming slightly harder on the strings. Normally, the brief interlude 
between this and the next verse had a distortion pedal applied; but he wasn’t 
plugged in, so this was the best he could do. The cashier seemed to be really 
getting into it by this point, for whatever reason. Justin just hoped he wasn’t 
attracting a crowd like the last time he played. 


If you got bad news 

You wanna kick them blues 

Cocaine 

When your day is done 

And you wanna run 

Cocaine 

She don't lie, she don’t lie, she don’t lie 
Cocaine 


Justin immediately stopped playing the rhythm section, instead moving his hand 
down the neck of the guitar to focus on the solo. It wasn’t quite as good without the 
rhythm backing it up, but it still sounded nice. That was always the beauty of Eric 
Clapton songs; the solos were always nice because the simple rhythm riffs he wrote 
complimented them so well. All the same, Chie and the cashier seemed impressed 
by Justin’s fingers moving nimbly along the guitar neck. Hell, Justin was starting to 
get into it himself as the solo began to speed up, his shoulders moving from side to 
side as his body swung back and forth in time to the music. He was actually a little 
disappointed when he had to go back to the rhythm section. He was having fun 
playing the solo. 


If your thing is done 


And you wanna ride on 

Cocaine 

Don't forget this fact 

You can’t get it back 

Cocaine 

She don't lie, she don’t lie, she don’t lie 
Cocaine 

She don't lie, she don’t lie, she don’t lie 


Normally the song was supposed to keep going after the chorus, but Justin actually 
didn’t know the ‘fade-out’ solo, so he opted to just stop at the point that felt the 
most natural; the last lyric. 


Cocaine 


He strummed down hard on the guitar, playing one last chord before pulling the 
guitar strand off of his shoulders. He was out of breath, but not because he had 
been doing anything particularly excruciating, or energy consuming. He had been 
holding his breath every instant he hadn’t been singing the lyrics. He didn’t like 
people watching him play; but he did all the same, knowing that this guitar was on 
the line. It was a great guitar; he had forgotten how natural it felt in his hands the 
last time he played. He just hoped his playing was enough to win over the cashier. 
Justin slowly made his way back to the counter. Chie standing beside him a wide 
smile on her face. 


“Freakin’ beautiful, man.” The cashier spoke up, a wide grin on his face, his head 
nodding ever so slightly. Justin’s face turned slightly red. He wasn’t much one for 
compliments, let alone from weird cashiers at a guitar shop that may or may not 
have an obsession with cocaine. 


“Uh... thanks.” 


“Alright then, that’ll be 20,000 yen.” The cashier smiled. Justin dug around in his 
pockets, before pulling out a wad of cash and placing it down on the counter. The 
cashier did a quick skim through the money before giving a quick nod and going out 
to the back to get the guitar case. Justin sighed in slight relief as the guy was out of 
sight. 


“Where'd you learn to play so well?” Chie asked, a wide smile on her face. 


“The same place | learned all of my most important skills; the internet.” Justin 
smirked slightly, though Chie’s eyebrows dropped into a slight glare, a frown on her 


face, her arms crossed in front of her chest. She was a little suspicious of what skills 
Justin had supposedly picked up on the internet; especially when she knew what he 
did use the internet for. Not that it was really any of her business; guys did that 
after all, but it was still disgusting nonetheless. 


“Skills such as?” 


“How to picklocks, how to solve a Rubik’s Cube, how to make a sinner’s sandwich; 
you’re supposed to use strawberry jam and cheerios for the record, just about every 
pick-up line | know--” 


“Pick-up lines?” Chie raised a single eyebrow in surprise. “How come | never heard 
any of them?” 


“Because | didn’t need them?” 


“Well... Let’s hear some of them.” She smirked, her arms crossed in amusement. 
Justin had to laugh abit, his cheeks turning slightly red. Why the hell did Chie want 
to know about his inventory of pick-up lines? 


“You sure?” 


“Yeah, I’m curious now.” Chie smiled at Justin, much to his slight dismay. He 
couldn’t imagine pick-up lines really ending all that well. 


“Alright, alright. Let’s see... Okay, how ‘bout this one; If | could rearrange the 
alphabet I’d put U and | together.” 


“If | had a quarter for everytime I’ve heard that one...” Chie chuckled slightly. Jusitn 
shrugged his shoulders. He figured as much, but hey, it was worth a shot. 


“If | had a quarter for everytime | saw someone as beautiful as you, I’d have twenty 
five cents.” Chie laughed a bit, her face slightly red, her cheeks radiating a slight 
pink color. Justin smiled at her for a moment, his cheeks lighting up a bit to mirror 
Chie’s. 

“Okay, I’ve got one; if--“Justin paused for a brief moment, blinking twice in quick 


succession before reaching into his pocket. “Hold on, phone’s vibrating.” 


Chie raised a slight eyebrow. She didn’t hear it go off, but Justin seemed to be 
convinced all the same. Justin dug through his pocket for a moment before pulling 
out his phone and pointing the screen at his face. He grimaced slightly, shaking the 
phone a bit. 


“Ah crap; something’s wrong with my phone again.” 


“Really? What’s wrong with it?” Chie’s eyebrows rose in slight concern, slight 
surprise. She didn’t know Justin was having problems with his phone. Hell, it 


seemed fine when she had been holding onto it for him while he was in the 
television. 


“Well it’s just that... It doesn’t have your number in it.” Justin smirked before 
shoving it back into his pocket. Chie couldn’t stop herself from laughing at Justin’s 
joke. She had walked straight into that one. She should have known better when 
she didn’t hear the phone buzzing in his pocket. 


“Alright, let’s go for something relevant this time. Do you know karate? Cause 
you're body is kickin’... See it’s funny cause you like to kick s--” 


“| get it.” Chie choked up. She was still laughing from the previous one, so Justin 
didn’t really get the reaction he had expected out of that. He shrugged a bit before 
placing his finger against his chin, trying to think of any other particularly good 
ones. 


“Okay, let me think...” 


“I've got one.” Chie spoke up as her laughter died down, a wide grin still on her 
face. Justin smirked slightly. He didn’t know Chie knew any pick-up lines, and for 
good reason. All the same, he was curious as to what it was. He crossed his arms a 
bit, a wide grin on his face. 


“Alright, let’s hear it.” 


“| bet | can kiss you on the lips without touching you.” Justin raised an eyebrow. HE 
had heard a lot of pick-up lines; but not this one. Chie smiled a bit before leaning 
up, planting her lips on Justin’s, the two exchanging a soft kiss with each other. By 
the time the two parted ways, both had thoroughly red faces with wide smiles on 
them. “Well, guess | lost that bet.” 


“That’s a bet | was happy to win.” The two laughed slightly as the cashier finally 
came out; the guitar case in hand as he placed it on the counter and packed the Les 
Paul inside of it. Justin tried to hide his flushed cheeks as best as he could as he 
reached over to grab his prize. 


“Here’s your purchase... and here’s your receipt. You’re all set.” 
“Thanks.” 


“Hey, comeback and play again sometime; I’d love to hear some more stuff.” The 
cashier smiled slightly, giving Justin a finger gun. Justin suddenly felt very awkward 
again as he grabbed the guitar and put it back along his side. 


“Uh... sure... | will.” 


The cashier nodded to the two before they turned to make their way out of the 


store. They had barely made it to the exit when Chie leaned over to whisper in 
Justin’s ear. 


“You're not seriously coming back here to play, right?” 


“Oh hell no.” 


